remodeled and so graciously reminis-
cent of times and days long past, had
taken a strong hold on my fancy, and
I would certainly leave them with re-
" R : o

AZEL GREEN, P13 KY “l think the old gentleman goes out
1w give his lessons, sir. I see him

ki aarm ] PASS With bis violin case every day,”
G'IANDDAD S ROCKIN' CHAIR. | jiyrrix e\plum od, lighting the candles

Face

A homely built, old-fashioned thing, its I‘l bt l'“m”‘ candelabra against
Joints in every part worn loose, the wall.

Its ..rm|a of strong, unpainted wood well I insisted on their being used, be-
polizhed from an age of use; cause the light ingled pleasantl

I {4 mingied pleasantly
Creaky rockers seemed to cry as In | qeh the gas and softened it.

excruciating pain,
And nolsily protest against being put to Who cares for any but the old mas-
| ters, af onee familiar with their sub-

' such a trying strain
or generations e | z

E ons It had stood upon the In * inspirations, I thought. azily en-
|-\u|g the glorions strains,

n floor beside

wee from which the flames
licked upward throogh the chimney | Monsieur Daubert’s sonatas earried
wide, :
3 " { me pleasantly back  te

And young and old through years of time | wodd 'I homnt o ! '
had doved wndi venerated it O, g

which her granddad sscd to sit r to the faded fres-

| coes. of the ceiling. | seemed to see
the LWinghing face of & certdin little
baronness, who certainly taught me
1 the cheery old fireplas | more and better German than the
From when it left the bullder's hands | professors did.
and =at as If in silent pride >
#Within a humble cottage when her grand- tach and Handel, and those dayvs of
mother was a bride, vouthinl love and folly, and the light-
dewn throngh the generations till her | Lenrted joy all came back on the rip-
sire inherited the priz o
And as she talked the reveront .
lit the azure of her eves It was late when Monsiceur Daubert
Eachained my heart in willing bonds, | closed his Erard with a bang.
and 1, 100, pinned my love to it |
That old split-bottomed rocking chair in
which her granddad used to sit |

fup from my” ¢

She toid me all it history, that maiden
of the rosy face,
As we would sit on winter nights before

pling notes

zht that

Brush-

ant old memories

away the plea

| d getting up from my easy chair, |
prepared to follow lhs example and
She told me how the good old man would | o0 1o bhed
veldom leave that honored scat ol .
When weight of passing yvears hecame too | It won't be "“. .
heavy for his tott'ring feer | thought, the moonlight sonata still

unendurable.” 1

And how he'd sometimes «it for hours | ringing in  my ears, “provided he
held as if in a heavenly spell | . . s .
. doesn’t give musie ¢ 1=
Upon his knees an open book, the Bible | PSS Faasv ) S
that he loved so well. hings vever turn out as they are
fow she, a  toddling  voung v then, | expected to, which of course makes
would kneel before she went to bhed | ghe surprises of joy and a nish
And sav her prayers at hi< ke bi hich go to make “p human exist

withered hand |||.m her
And as she talked her ».I\

with | ence

holy inspiration lit I uneconsciously grew to wait im
As rocked she slowly in the c¢hair in patientiy for those pleasant evening |
which her granddad u-ed to sit s

honurs of practice on the piano by my

Twas only built for one, and yet we | DOXt-door neighbor
found It strong enough for 1wo It seemed 1o me when | had lived
As in our hearts the spark of love into |

tor some monlths in my beautiful old

a flaming passion grew S

And, “spite s Joud prote
one night pre

And snake the glowing
that made hey mi
part.

And as I =it and waieh her
our bouncing boy o

ms, from whose baleony a distant
ny heart limpse of crowded shipping along
of dove Lthe river front was visible, and into |
ath shall wafted
nts of sweet olive and other winter
oms from a square nearby, as

creaks, |

whose recesses  the wind

<he rocks | >

His enrly, golded, steeny head soft pil wrly spring Fame, and the doors
lowed on her mother breast on the baleony were thrown open, |
1 felt that mine, if pos-i? i greater ! ) |
than her love for it grem 1o we 1 conld read the

That old sp wtomesd rocking
which her granddad us
—Denver Post

chair in | character

4 to sit

of my neighbor, the mu-
| sician. in the touch on the keyboar
wl by his wonderful interpretation
| of the thoughts, heart-heats and sob-

lime axpirations, as expressed in the
| music he drew in <o masterly and pa-

QQQQQQQDQOQQQQQ“QA¢¢¢A¢Aa

5 Tne Musmlan Next ﬂuur *a fashion frou the instrament, |
b hich talked and plead and wept and |
- dreamed strange dreams, under his
5 i : touch.,

Yes, 4 could read it all distinetly,

: By S. Rhe" Roman. ? Ihere was a deep intensity of feeling.

- e grand aspirations pathetic sorrow
FEIIIIIIIIIYYIYTIYYTYYYYYIYYY 1 a gentleness almost feminine, and
e |yt a bold-spirited decision in my

a finte is worse | arrist neighbor  which  betrayed a

T may be ths
l than a piano in the hands of ar |

vnconseronable individual,” 1T rumi

vated,

character of infinite capacitics
loveableness,

But then again no man can
expend on a flute more than one hour
at a time. Human ln
no more,  Bat the pis

“Harris, take this note over and
I hope M - Dan-
Lert will dine with me this evening.”

vait for an answer.,
counbd stami

no offers o limit

When he came it seemed a b

Heidelburg |
and my wniversity days, !
That old spilt-bottomed rocking chair in | and in the light curl of smoke, going

| are needlessiy

drinking. He'd be all right in the
morning.”

Two men coming out of my neigh-
bor’s door, speaking volubly in
French, corroborated the man's state
ment.

I wews back, turned on the elee
tric lights and prepared for an hour
or two of hard work, wondering over
what seemed rather inexplicable.

It was quite late when there was a
light, hurried knock at the door.

“I'm afraid he is very ill. He is ~o
restless, and he does not recognize
me. | ean’t leave him, and | saw the
Ivgln mer here, so | thought -*
| I stood silent, too much amazed at
the beauty of the hefore me, to
answer her timid request, until a soft
color like a pink flame swept over it
and her great grey eyes filled with
tears.

“I beg your pardon a thousand
time:,” | said hurriedly. “Of course
I will do anything in the world for
Monsienr Daubert. T am sure you
alarmed, 1f you will
vim | ezn judge better

let me go to
what to do.”

We went covn stairs and over info
my neighbor’s room. which wirs bars
Wl forlorn, an Erard piano starding
1inst the partition wall

On a poor, little cot Mr
lav, muttering and tossing.
“Nothiny to he alarmed abour,” |
i. erranging a bandage through
whish blood hid oozed.

She kneit by him. and leaning her
heat near him, murmured soothing-
lv. while stroking his restless hands.
T “Whe is she I wondered, doing
whet 1 conld to relieve him, bhefore
goi

AT

Daunberd

for a physician and nurse

I came back with both T

Hlearned that the wound was not se-
| rions,

I i~ habits, like 2il these Bohemiaz
musicians, are evidently very bad

“Tne man ix a hard drinker. But
he’ll be all over it in a few days.” mj
friend Bolton said, writing out a pre-
seription, after giving directions.

* That daughter of his is the most
perfectly beautiful woman I ever saw,
Splendid, too. She's devoted to him,
and miles superior to him. Good old
stock, but he's gone to the dogs, and
she follows him all over the country
to take care of him. Strangers? No
indeed, I've known ‘em for years”
jolton added, as we went down the
hell together.

“Why, I've teld Alma a hundred
times she ought to marry me instead
of supportieg that, her good-for-
nothing father, teaching musie and
nursing him when he gets into trou-
ble. She's the greatest pianist | ever
heard and the grandest
know.,”

The front door elosed on Bolton,
who promised to come early in the
morning, and | went slowly back to
the hare room where the wounded
man lay.

“The narse says che won't have yon
here. That you must go to bed.” |
said. gently taking Alma’s hand and
leading her away.

We nursed him together for a few
days and he recovered.

woman [

hss dength of time in which ta ex

lesqune on my 1

wantic reading of ©
« what an insignifi

cruciate the vcars and nerves of
next-door

character, 1o ~ nt

neighbor fman Mo, Daubert really was, althongh

“You say you signed a year's lease
for these rooms?" [ asked Harris, |

“Yes, sir; they seemed to
with your instructions. so I thot
I had better take them, as they at my absu
downtown and in pretty good condi- | ,m-.\‘(.,
tion. \nu said in the French |-|r! of |
town, sir."

“So 1 did, Harris, They are very
gouod rooms amd you've had them ren-
ovated quite satisfactorily. The up

refined and remackably good-looking.
There was

purpose in his face. but he was well-

|
neither strength por ‘
bred s

wsant. | laughed secretiy
interpretation of i
“teristies | ruse the <kill-
ful technique of a trained musician
interpreted corvectly some splendid
pages of musie,

2

Monsieur Daubert grew flushed and
decidedly  voluble, and enjoyed the
holsterer  you Yquen: and ederver Harrvis ponred
busines=.” | remarked, looking around { ali He be
at the really fine antique f ure | came communicative when coffee and

cmployed knows his

to liberily in the glasses,

tlling  the high-ceilinged, spaci : I ws were placed on the table, and
old-fashoned rooms and the somber | Harris went out.

Lut beautiful draperies, whose t

1 It was sl to be a poor fellow,
chimed excellently well with the black | plaving nightly in an orchestira, when
rosewood, dark mahogany  and  old | formerly there had
vak, vhich made up the u alth. His manner was that of his
of my suite of rooms in the dilapi ].5||\l~|1vl, Jean Pierre Samveunr d'Aw-
dated okl Freuch qguarter of this| bert, and there was a marghn
ple it Southern city.

“It"s all vight, Har

n =0 much

furnis<hi

v

ate

coming to him by rights, in the old
ix. Those brack- | ha

rine provinee of France,

ets and mantle ornamenis are =y “How had it all vanished? Well ‘
perb. 'm glad you had tiling laid in ! circumstanees -and then after his
the bathroom and electric lights and | voung  wife's  death—une ange de

bells put around. I wish you b ilu.muri he had been veckless and
found out about that musician. how ' foolish,  Yes, Monsienr Daubert hom
|
N

ever, Who is he?”
“He has a French name. sir. ‘h |x|n I
Julian Daubert. Heé playvs in | l‘-~‘||b.|l|n|| Was he not excusable
estra at the French opera. Il' i1 “Everything had gone but his violin
Lad kurwn about his living next door [ wnd his talent. So he weni from place
i wouldn’t have taken the roows, sir |~ place and played in  orchestra.
When ! heard of it 1 thonght the walls | = winter he was in New Orleans,
were so thick you wouldn't i -
voyed.” Harris was sevving the |
weal [ was enjoying in my new q
ters, and while giving this explan: l qnl llw overture was by no means
a rythmie running of erfe :
faintly but awdibiy from somehody ™ ‘ Ve ~lnn-k hands.  There would be

iy acknowledged that he had. in his

I into speculation ane

o

oina few weeks he would be gone,
t was nearly eight and he must hur-
i'he curtain would rise promptly

seales cam

Ty mmlﬂo fingers over ov \t door 2o muzic next door that evening, and

“It wouldn’t lv:' 80 lond,” ventured | the Inq~| woulkd be dull. |
Harris, consolingly, placing I.m|m|un Well, would ecertainly miss my |
and coffee on the table, “if the glas- anu the marquis by rights when
doors on the front piazza vere shut Iu and his violin went off with the
But it seemed so springlike | thoughi | opera troupe With such wonderful
i’'d better open them, wir” | talent onu the piano, I wondered why

“Leave them alone,”™ | interposed. | e did not drop his orchestra playing
as Harris went througny the drawine | ¢
reom towards the pretty d-fash- | 1z0s0 on that instr
iomed French windows opening on a | § took out my
aroad veranda, evidently intending | soript and pr
“lose them. .

The scales drifted into some woi

wl tour the country as a great air

ment.

wirs emd manu !
arved for some hours

{ o solid work
itello, how did Mousicur Daubert
cerful exercises - at least | supposed | 2ot back so soon 7 Well.that was his
‘hey were—-then | gnized Mep | business. 1 was glad of the canse,
wissobm, and by the time | haa | whatever
lighted a cigar and v seated com- ;1 put down pen and pencil, s
fortably fm an armchair by the side | prepaved to enjoy my usual concert.
of a wood fire in an eopen fire-place ] as the light fingers rippled over a pre-
1 was half-way reconailed to Mr. St ! e, all the more so, that soon si
Julian Daubert’s inusic.  His vender- | ence would reign in the room nex:
ing and execution wore astonishingly | voor.
good. Sitting in a dimly lit room, close to
Another fear sssailed me. the open door of the balcony, and
‘Does he give Jessons?” 1 inquired, | looking out at a flood of woonlight,
ously. resting calm and white over the quiet
“I believe he doos, sir,” Harris ad- whl street and ancient buildings, my
witted, reluctaniiy, b neighbor’s melodies came  like  the
“Good Lord!™ [ ejaculated in dis- | farewell of one long known, whose
way. absence would leave a strange void.
For baving eome to this good old| It was fast approaching the hour
southern town to spend the winter | when Monsieur usually left off play-
quietly compiling snd elassifying data | ing.
for a work.1 was cngaged on, 1 ex- A cab, rapidly driven, stopped be-
pected to spend most of my mornings | fore the front door. There were
and !"\‘tlﬂl‘l in the study T had in- | voices, hurried steps and a slight ery,
“Herris to have fitted up for | and that indefinite commotion which
2 . indicates trouble of some aert.
was lmfcre T was aware of the ra n stairs apd asked the
n door. Well, if he gnve the thatter,
ons, pliying beside Beet “One of the musicians at the French
Baeh by the howr, T wou vpera got into & m‘h trouble,” the
1o move out, thut was

T was

il

exclaimed Mrs,

“We Jeare to-morrow.” Alma =aid,

| leaning her folded arms on the iron

railing of the baleony that last even
ing | recall ~o well. She was looking
musingiy ont at the ancient old eity,
and narrow, lamp-lit streets, softened
by faint misis, and the shadows of
nigit

“RBut 1 wiil never forget your Kind-
ness,” she said softly.

“You will come back?” 1 asked
slowly.
“Oh, some day ~when we are

married,” she added, smiling. while a
rasliance swept over her face,

The Erard piano was to be carted
away after they left,

But now it stands in a corner of
this room and the Cupids and Psyches
in the freseo eeiling look laughingly
down because it is never open,

It am getting on very well with
my work., [ have eollected an jm-
mense amount of valuable data. The
press has made flattering mention
v uns=olicited- as to the com-
k and its author.
utation and wealth?

Satisfied

ambition? Bah

The evenings are dull and slow in
passing. and 1 often sit idle and long
vainly for the light toach of agile
fingers to bring 1o me those melodies
which used to drift in with the moon-
light, through the open door.

But the seratching of my pen is the
only sound andible. She slipped away
from me, like the paling light on the
Laleony, and these empty. useless
vears—N. (. Times-Demoerat.

His Word for It
Brown is a woman equally
rkable for kindness of heart and
absence of mind, One day she was
accosted by a begg hose stout

| and healthy appearaoce startled evey
{ her into doubt of the need of charity

in this case.

“Why.” she exelaed, “you look
well able to work!™

“Yes,” replied the suppliant, “but 1
have been deaf and dumb these seven
years.”

“Poor man!

What an afliiction!™
Brown. opening hee
purse and handing him a qguarter.
On returning home she mentioned the
occurrence, and remarked, “What a
dreadful thing it is to be deprived ot
such faculties!™

“But how.,” asked the daughteo,
“did yon know that the man was
deaf and dnmb?”

“Why.” was the innocent answer,
“he told me so."—=Youth’s Compan-
ion.

Chief Obstaclie to Success.

The habit of skimming, of doing
things in a careless, superticial man-
ner is one of the greatest stumbliag-
blocks to success, and it is a habit
to which  young Americans are
especially prone. In the hurry to
rush ahead and achieve in one year
or two what it has taken others,
perhaps with more ability and more
power, years and years of patient
toil and waiting to accomplish. they
commit blunders and fall into errors
which retlrd and, perhaps, mdeﬁ-
nitely postpone, their ad —
0. S. Marden, in Sugcess.

Friendly Comment.
He—What a beautiful pictuse Misa
l‘hh- makes, luuﬁn‘ thery by the

‘n—\'u. :hoecn-hlyhmtu-

home by his iriends. He had beer

-
1

..;ml [ 1]

FAM Y

~—Boston Herald.

SCIENCE AND INDUSTRY. | PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

You can't convinee a brunette that
all is fair in love.—Chicago Daily News.

Successful experiments have been
made for obtaining alcohol and sugar
from pine and brich sawdust,

In Canton there are 12 German firms
which do 50 per cent. of the total im-
port trade of that port,and 75 per cent.
of the export traffie.

That the gas engine, large or small,

Snapped Up.— Mrs. Hansom—*"I can’t
imagine how such a horridly homely
man as Mr. Puggins ever got a wife.”
Mr. Hansom—*He used to work at Silk
& Co.’s, and possibly doZorgot himself,
and sat down on the bargain counter.”

is now developed to an efficiency at | —N. Y. Weekly.
which it can rival the steam engine in Mr. Pansy—*“Just think, 1 was told

reliability is admitted.

French eabinet-makers have learned
& way of preparing sawdust and mak-
ing it into artieles of ornament that
resemble carved woodwork.

The Geographical society of Lonagon
has awarded the Gill memorial medal
to Ellsworth Huntingdon, the Ameri- | thoroughly in sympathy with Shake-
can explorer of the Euphrates region. | speare,” said the admirer. “Yes™ an-

On the 24th of February last just 100 | swered Mr. Stormington Barnes: “he
years had expired since the first side- | is in a position to sympathize with him.
walks, as we know them, were built in | Shakespeare. you know, was regarded
Paris, the first city in the world that | as an exceptionally inferior actor.”—
had them. . ! Washington Star.

An island off the Russian coast at A\ Diplomatic Editor.—A young lady
Cape Ruszkij Saworot recently left its = recently sent this extraordinary re-
moorings and drifted northwar The | quest to the editor of her church pa-
government had to send a steamer to | Per: “Do you think it is right for a
rescue the inhabitanis, girl to =it in a man’s lap, even if she is

France has an excess of firewood, engaged?” The religious editor an-
which sells with difficuliy, and an in- | SWered herquestion thusly: “If it were
sufficiency of wood for manufacture, | OUr girl and our lap, y®s; if it were an-
Her bill for imported wood amounts to | ©ther fellow’s girl and our lap, yes;
$2.000.000 a vear. Epgland’sis 30 times | Put if it were our girl and another fel-
thatsam. low’s lap. never! never! never!”—Buf-
falo Times.

Legally Qualified. —An old bur still
sprightly patriarch stepped up to vote.
“How long have you re<ided in this pre-
cinet?” asked one of the judges of the
election. “Let me sct.” caid the old
man, musingly. “T moved here the
next yvear after Lamech was born.
Seven from nine leaves two. Fight
from 16 is eight. One to carry. Two
from nine is seven. Something over

to-day of a man who buried a wifeand
two children in the afternoon, and
then went to the theater in the even-
ing!™ Mrs, Pansy—*“And yet, he wasn't
isronsiderate; he was only an under-
taker.” Town and Country.
Sympathy.—“That actor seems to be

The cause of dizziness or vertigo in |
Yooking from the top of a high tour or
building is that in looking about the
eye must adjust itself so rapidly to dif-
ferent horizons that one gets the sensa-
tion of a lack of equilibrium.

HE HATCHED TROUBLE.

Somewhat Flighty Rumin
a Rooster Who Was

iens of

Plocked. 750 years, gentlemen. Tam old enough
. to vote, too—if anybody should ask
Alast™ sighs the poor husband as | you Whereupon, there being no ob-

his wife feaves the room and he picks
himself out of the debris of the book
shelve
call |

He buries himseif in sorrowful re-
flections, says Judge.

“Yes" he moi “that was whai
started it all. At that time 1 did not
know she was no spring chicken. I:
thought she was a bird.”

jeetion, Methuselah— for it was he--
was allowed to deposit his ballot. Bal-

timore American.

“alas? what a goose | was to
my little duck!™

The precious pearl is produced, at
least in many cases, by the presence of
a minute parasite in the shell-secret-
ing mantle of the pearl-oyster and
| other mollusks from which pearls are
obtained. A spherical sae forms around
the parasite, which becomes a nucleus
about which the substance of the gem
is gradually built up in concentrie lay-
ers. Sometimes the parasite remains
at the center of the pearl, and some-
which he had been invited that even- : times it migrates from the sac before
ing, and 1o which. because of circum- | it has become hopelessly imprisoned.
Reasoning upon these facts, Dr. H
Lyster Jameson, to whose efforts the
discovery of some of them is due, sug-
gests the possibility of the artificial
production of marketable pearls by in-
fecting beds »f peari-ovsters with the
partienlar species of parasites that
are known to attack such mollusks
with the effects above described.—
Youth’s Companion,

He rubs his nose and fingers his ears
gingerly

“I thought, when 1 asked her to
share my nest.,” he mutters, “that L
would rule the roost.”

Thinking anew of the poker party to |

stances beyond his control, he was not
going, he said,
“What a jay | wa~! No wonder +he
ils me an old pelican!  And no won-
fer the n thors =ay 1 am hen-
preked!™
He begins tearing his hair again,
ahen his wife re-enters the room. The
sizht of him ruffles he
“Come off the perch!™ she snaps.
There is a limit to human endprance.
That night he ﬂ. w the coop.

Might Have Been Worse.

Renator Mason, of Illinois, sat in his
X committee room looking wut at the

...'\‘ 'TN‘ ABcAE 'L'j'w.l.'"‘ the neatest | .unohine and singing merrily, albeit
BNST Pexus wbe Ny, s Depuiy |  omewhat off the key.
.\lur.?, in |h.v \\.IL’!'I:'r.lu'l'ul"'.(: iring “You seem happy. Bill
& briefl period of respite from Uncle F
Sam’s dut “About N witnesses |

|
were packe ! in behind the rail in my | “Why not?" asked Mason. “Ialways
office waiting for their fees. | had the | . L e

; . | tried to look on the bright side of
register ok ready and they each had | things. Do you remember the story of
to <ign. | came to thi= Indian and he | the Irish shoemaker out in ('hic:am
pulled the book toward him, upsi i who had both legs cut off by a train?"
cown, mind you, reached for a pencil | wiCheer up.’ said the NI":RNm who
arte i i | g = v f
and started to o ! "'[fI‘ """' 'Y | came in trim him up. ‘It might have
hold on, not to sign it upside down | been worse. Youcan slillv«orkal_vour
|
|

How One lldl.- W rote.

said a

friend who came in, “for a man who has
just been beaten for reelection.”

and tried to 1urn the book around. | ade”

We are not allowed to have erasures “‘Sure it might have been worse,
on the record, and answered the Irishman. ‘Suppose 1
mighty particular. The Indian put his | haq been a chorus girl.' * —Pittsburg
nand on the book and held it and says: | Gazette.

1t°s all right this way.” And blame
pe if he didn™t sign his name back-
aard and upside down as quickly and
n a better hand than I can write in
he ordinary manner. Fact is the In-
iian is, as a whole, a long sight, better
educated and a better writer than the Jack—That’s a good way to find out
white men who live among them who are your real friends.—Stray Sto-
Kansas City Journal. ries. :

the government s

Putting Them to the Teast.
Mabel--'ve been taking painting les
sons for six weeks, and now I'm going
to have an exhibition and invite all my
friends.

Amencan Women Lead the World

By MRS. CAROLINE P. WALLACE,
Lecturer on the Women of India.

HE American girl is the most beautiful on earth. Her fullness
of health and vigor and spirit command the admiration of both
sexes all over the world, while Indian glrh are shriveled, wrink-
led, and ready to die at 18.

These splendid girls are the mothers of the nation, and their in-
fluence on afiairs is immeasurable.

Now think of this beautiful American girl having been a wife for
ten years at 18, just as she is on the threshold of voung womanhood.
Think of this and you will have a picture of the Indian woman at 18
But many of the Indian child wives do not live to be even 18. Many
more are wrinkled old grandmothers at 20. At 25 those who have
survived their long years of agonized wifehood have not even a rem-
nant of beauty or symmetry of figure left.

The Indian widow is a social outcast. She is blamed for the death
of her husband. She is everybody's slave. To marry her would be to
lose your caste. They think mothers-in-law are bad enough over here,
but in lndnllwchﬂdmkuthemhdmolﬁem-h-'
law. mlndwmkth\M Ammbih-

ot togin 3
The Common Avticie Used by Berlin
Physician te Preveat Artenial
' Degeneration.

Ar excecdingly interesiing investigas
tion of the causes and ills of advancing
age has receutly been conducted by Dr.
Trunecek, a noted Berlin scientist. He
declares that the most characteristie
of these ills is due to deficiency of salt
in the blood which causes a hardening
of the arteries, arteriosclerosis, as
physicians term it. Dr. Trunecek has
been treating aged patients suffering
from arteriosclerosis by injection of a
saline solution and with very astonish-
ing results, states the Chicago Ameri-
rcan.
Arteriosclerosis is an affection al-
most exclusively confined to the second

T half of life, for it lepends on al kinds

of chronic poisoning and on the use
and maltreatment of the arterial walls.
Nevertheless, it is not excessively rare
to meet with it in subjects whoa are yet
young, either because of a special pre-
disposition, of peculiar valnerability
of Hu- blood vessels, or of serious chem-
ical or microbian poisoning.

This malady is characterlzed by a
local or general thickening.. whieh,
starting in the internal layver of the
artery, extends luter to the middle and
outer Jayers. It forms in the great
arterial trunks more or less numerons
layers, isolated or confluent, often re-
sembling cartilage, and infiltrated with
caleareons salts, among which phos-
phate of lime hold# a foremost place.
In the small arteries and the capil
laries the hardening process goes so
far as to transform their walls into a
fibrous and compact tissue that gives
to the touch the sensation of a rigid
tube or cord,

The disagreeable and even danger-
ous consequences of such a change in
one's arteric are apparent. It may re.
sult in their further degeneration and
nlceration of the arterial walls, ending
in death, and if matters do not go so
far. it may lead at least to boss of ¢las-
ticity in the greater arteries with
diminution of the ealiber, and to the
actual obliteration of their finer
branches. The blood does not flow <o
readily throngh them and anewmia re-
sults, with all its connected evils. The
resistance encountered by the blood in-
ereases the work of the heart, whose
enlargement ofien follows, as well as
other heart troubles dependent on dis-
orders of the nervous system.

When a man or a woman has attained
a certain age and may be said to be in
his or her declining vears, arterios-
clerosis is 2 malady almeost impossible
to avoi A deposit of calcareous salts,
and particularly of phosphate of lime
—a componnud insoluble in @istilled
water, but soluble in a solution of com-
mon  salt—constitutes the principal
factor of the malady.

RANK OF THE WHITE HOUSE.

In Point of Architectare, the Presi-
dentinl Mansion In in a Class
by Itself.

One moonlight night in June, 1902,
while strolling through the grounds
with Mr Charles F. MeKim, one of the
members of the park commission, we
seated oursehves on one of those
mounds which tradition aseribes to
John Quiney Adams’ taste in land-
scape-architecture, writes  Charles
Moore, in “The Restoration of the
Whie House™ in Century. That after-
noon crowds of people arrayed in joy-
ous costumes befitting the semi-1 ropics
had come from the hot eity to rest un-
derthe treesand listen to the Saturday
concert of the Marine band. The mu-
sicians, clad in white duck, were lo-
cated in a little depression, so that
the sound of the music rolled up the
slopes to the attentive audience.

A yvear before we had observed the
same effect at Versailles: and both the
similarilies and the differences of the
two pictures were being disenssed as
we sat in the quiet night, behind the
locked gates, where nat a sound from
the city streets broke the grateful
noise of water splashing in the foun-
tains, On the high portico the presi-
dent sat amid a group of dinner-guests,
and the lights of their ecigars were
“echoed™ by the drowsy fireflies fliting
about the grounds, only the brilliantly
lighted windows of the seeretary’s of-
fice even suggesting the workaday
world. The moonlight, shining full on
the white house, revealed i1he “har
monious lives of its graceful shape.

“Tell me,” I asked the architeet,
“among the great honses that have
been built during recent vears in the
general style of the white house——
many of them larger and much more
costly—is there any that. in point of
architecture, surpasses it

“No: there is not one in the same
class with it,” he replied. deliberately—
a judgment confirmed Iater under the
noonday sun.

Killing Turties with Arrows.

Killing a turtle with an arrow seems
a very difficu’t feat, since a very hard
shell covers practically all of the anie
mal, yet the natives of the Andaman
islands Kkill huge turtles with arrows
as easily as American sportsmen kill
rabbits with shot. Accustomed from
their childhood 10 use bows and ar-
rows, they soon become wonderfully
skilled in the use of these primitive
weapons, and. as they know the places
where the turtles congregate, it is
easy for them at any time to br ing
home a good bag of game. Sometimes
they try their skill on large fish, and,
though the latter are harder to kill
than turties, there are a few island.
ers who rarely miss their mark.—
Fishing Gazette.

Burgess—What a humbug Dolver
is! When 1 asked him if he had read
my article about ‘The Epochal Era,’
he said he had, and that it was the
finest thing he had seen foF years;
but when | came to question him 1
found he didn’t know the first thing
about the article. What do you think
of that?

Yerrow—1 think it should be a les-
son to you to let well enough alone
rext time.—Boston Transcript.

A Trealning Table.
“Friend of mine to-day,” said Mr.
Kidder, “was talking of coming here

board.” - S

res|
, tells a sonp:lﬂe A
that there is still some gen
est worth to be met witn in (§
50 -_any [nndl are reported
“Yes, 1 have been humbul
“and when | was
Rheumatism, Kidney and Hea
used a good deal of #tuff that ¢
remedies for these di-eases
lhem worthless.

“But, as you know, 1 did find th)
remedy after all and | bad not been
Dodd’s Kidney Pills very long before I kg
that they were an honest remedy that wg
do all and more than was claimed for §!
Theys cured me, made a well man of mea
am now as sound as | ever was

“ 1 can testify that Dodd’s Ki inder Pi
are a genumine remedy for Rbeum; o
Kidney lmuh.v "

-

I'ne essence of knowledge js, havin
apply it, not having ', to confess |
tucius

t, ¢
t~Cone

Stops
and works off the cold. FLaxative Bromws
Quinine Tablets. Price 25 cents

et o gt
I find nonsense singularly Teiresning mm
Talleyrand.
- Sl e .
Piso’s Cure for Consumpt
ble medieine for couglis unl
Samuel, Ocean Grove, N
S pemlnaitiions s
A man must become wise at his own exe
pen \erﬂugnv'
-

Opiam -ll Liquor ll.blll Cared.
Book free. B. M. Woolley, M. D , Atlanta,Ga.

BACKACHE.

s an infalli-
dds~ N W
F.-h 17, 1900,

Backache is a forerunner and

one of the most common symp-
toms of kidney trouble and
womb displacement.

READ MISS BOLLMAN'S EXPERIENCE.

“Some time ago I was in a very
weak condition, my work made me
nervous and my back ached frightfull
all the time, and I had terrible h
aches.

*“ My mother got_a bottle of Lydia
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound for me, and it seemed to
strengthen my back and help me at
onee, and I did not get so tired as
before. I continned to take it, and it
brought health and strength to me,
and I want to thank you for the
good it has don® me.”—Miss KATE
BorLLMAN, 142nd St. & Wales Ave.,
New York City. — §5000 forfeit if original of
above letter proving genuineness cannot be produced.

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound cures hecause it is
the greatest known remedy for
kidney and womb troubles.

Every woman who is puzzied
about her condition should write
to Mrs. Pinkham at Lynn, Mass.,

lnd tell her all.

ABSOLUTE
SECURITY.

Cenuine
Carter’s
Little Liver Pills.

Must Bear Signature of




